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THE BEAUTY WE DON’T SEE
The rustling of the leaves, the dance of the air, in the sculpted silence of mountains laid bare, art lives in the shadows, in the wave lengths of the light and the sound, in the quiet of dusk, and the pulse of the ground.
It sings through the streets where traffic does hum, in the circuits that power the world when the night gets cold, in the rhythm of footsteps, in beats yet to come like a glissando of whispers that rise and then fall, in the weathered faces of old wooden doors. in whispers and roars, In the hymn of a city with soft echoes that call.
It’s carved in stone of forgotten old ruins, in the spark of fire, the shimmer of the oceans, in the language of birds, the pulse of the sky and the color that fades when the days say goodbye.
The sun paints skies in hues of fire, but we rush too busy, to ever inquire. And so, as the night draws its velvet shade, we forget the stars and the dance they’ve made. In the rush, in the chase, in the endless strive. We miss the harmony of forces that keep us alive. So, look with open eyes because art exists where beauty lies, in everything we touch and everything we see, the world itself is poetry.

